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TO TELL YOU THE TRUTH Bv Leonard

Merrick. E. P. Dutton & Co.
|FOR the purpose at serious review the

publisher's announcement on the
DarMe orP^nnar nf > nnv..i ic neitallv

the last thing to consult. Here, however,
is one of the rare exceptions to that general
rule. We read: "A volume ot short stories
by Leonard Merrick is always an event of f
literary importance. Here in "To Tell Too
the Truth" is Leonard Merrick with all his

humor, all his sparkle and all his earnestness,In all his mo«»ts and with all his own

peculiar and Inimitable cleverness." There
vou have it in a nutsheli. There is not a
word that can be regarded as overstatement.Of course the announcement would
-erve quite as well for the wrapper of any ,

volume of short stories by Leonard \ferrick.
To tell you the truth about "To Tell You

the Truth," the volume contains no story
as line at", let us say. "The Bishop's Comedy"or "The Back of Bohemia'* or "The
Third M." or "Little Flower in the Wood."
But those tales are among the items of a

lifetime of fine literary achievement. This
book Is good, sound Leonard Merrick, uuite
up to the average of a man who has rarely
glveo anything but the heat that was in
him at the time, and the dis- riminating
reader will ask no more.
The scene of most of the stories of "To

Tell You the Truth" is the Paris of Trlcotrin,the test Bohemian of the Action
of the last twenty years. Probably the real
Tricotrin is no more; perhaps ail that
marks his last resting place on earth is a
cross and the words "Soldat Francais in-
< oimu." But his soul goes marching on
in the gayety and what Kipling has called
'he "sane light Joy of life, the buckler of
the Gaul" of the city by the Seine. Somethingof the old life has gone. Just as 30

many of Trieotrin's old haunts have gone,
with the crazy tenements of Montmartre
tumbling down the chutes and lofty apartmenthouse going up in their places. But
the architectural setting is of minor importanceso long as the heroes of these tales
are Trieotrin's brothers and sisters In th«
spirit. BEVERLY STARK.

FURY. By Kdrnur.d Gouldlns. Ootid. Mead
A Co.

THIS novel Is well named; it is a
furious performance, starting with
a whoop ("Damn the wash' Darau

the wind' Damn the cloude'" says Dog
tayton, captain of the lauty Spray. "Damn
the endless miles of green distance! -j
Damn God!") and whooping it along at
the top of the author's loud voice right up
to the end. It is full of sound and fury,
signifying.well, perhaps not quite so

much as it thinks it does. It is a good,
serviceable plot, if somewhat a familiar
one. much marred in the telling. It rants.
But there is life in it. under its noise, and
some of its characters, especially the Cock-
ney girl. Min, are very well drawn

It is another case of the savage sea1
captain who once had a wife, but was un- jable to keep her. She left a son behind '

when she ran off with another man and
the captain is torn between love and hatred
of this boy. In whom he sees the mother's
eyes, and so on. Boy Leyton is no milksop,
but a very "red blooded, virile'' youngster,
though he is not an unmitigated savage
like his furious father. Roy falls in lovo
with the virtuous gutter snipe. Min, and
plans to "jump the ship" and marry her.
but the old L)og dies. Inconveniently, and
before doing so mokes Boy swear to find

_ his mother anJ learn from her who was

jy her sedueer, and then to kill off that reprobate.The meeting between Boy and his
degraded mother, whom ho find* a tavern
drab at Leith, ie a genuinely dramatic
ene. admirably managed. After that it

tapers off to a conventionally happy endingThere is. of course, an abundance of
lighting me of It very gory and enter-
taining. and there Is always plenty of fury. I
Now and then Mr Ooulding stops to take
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breath, in short interludes of moralization
and meditation, but evt>u these are kept in
such a high key that they are not very
restful. In one of them he api-ears to
lament that mankind is losing its primitive
impulses to fury."But with the collar and
tie again have come the smile and the
lie." (An appealing couplet.) "Man's fury
Lh abating. He does not-want to tight." But,
here and there, "man still lires in the
mental and physical simplicity for which
God made him, a creature of truth love,
hate.and fury." Sancta nimplicitas.
There are some picturesque bits of description.and a very real feeling for the

open sea. And mention should be made of
Looney Luke, the deformed sailor, who.

Among the Season'* Picture Books.
(E. P. Dutt<

writes poetry of which is real
p«*-try.tooWondrous are the womeu

What trips our sturdy beam*.
I'.eeause theys ain't here really.
They're only in our dream*

Dll 1W/m D. O.l.... n .. " f"
1- ''*1 !»/ \l»~l .11 I I'V 1 UtAIJ II. r* *

Huekicb.
IT !s to be hoped that the Knslish reader

who takes up this translation may
have already fnet Hauptmann in some

of his other work, for this sj»ecim> n would
stive a t>o»>r impre.ion of his real penius.
It is very far from the Hauptmann of
t'uhi m-inn Hemachel, who is .» consummate
dramatisi of nearly the hirhe.st order, or

from tlie poet Hauptmann of Die Verauukeue(Jlockt. For this is a morbid,
pathological study, a decadent performance.It i» manafil with skill and it may
be that the analyses of the states of mind
of the central flfture at correct enough.
hut they belong t'«> mueli to the records
of a hospital for the insane to he soundly
interesting a* material for Action. And
now and then one feels just .1 little gloatingover the filth.
The hero ui a < rimina! h: ti» He starts

his careor by falling in love, or rather into
an o!,.session, for a tliirteen-year-old girl,
in whom he sees the Ideal of beauty, the
phantom of the Ideal. To attain that ideal
ho takes up with a degenerate rascal.
Vigottes-hinsky. with whom he plots to rob]
his wealthy aunt; he acquires a mistress j
pnrtlr t<e«-j»iise he imagines her to resetnble I
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a little the ideal maiden. Fie and his sister,who has become the mistrees ol
Vigottschinsky, come to grief in the attemptedrobbery of the aunt, who is murdered.The sister escapes, Vigottschinskj
is properly hanged and the hero gets sever,
years in Jail. This period of enforced retirementapparently "cures" him dnd h<
comes out to marry a decent, innocent
woman, and to meditate (and gloat) upor
his former crimes. It is not an edifyini
i.,.-!ncss, and is not even interesting, foi
it drags, and has little relief from it!
miseries. There is, of course, a place ir
literature for the study of the degenerate
but one feels that this is hardly the best
wav to handle the subject. The translaMl

riL-v. i
I

I||
k i
"Hamlet " IUustrated by John Austen
>n & Co.)
tlon is by Bayard Quint) Morgan, ant

might have been a good deal better.I
FANTI.NB aVKNKL By I.ucie Lacoste

Cornhill Publishing Company.
; is a story straight out of a weirti

movie land. It might do well enougl
as a screen serial, for one does set

the shadow* of men and women moving
.is these figures move, on the wriggllnf
tilm.but nowhere else. There however
one passage of better <iuality and of somt
real pathos in the adventures of the young
French woman who cannot speak Knglisl
and who has a hard time in the wilds ol
America. The story is a tissue of extravagantadventure; a young girl who is a remoteliterary relative of 0'iver Twist am
in mixed up with naughty folk. t*he is sent
into a house to steal, gets into the wrong
apartment, and has no end of trouble. Ot
course she is really very noble; there is s
deal of false nobility and talse crime ir
the thing, which is wholly artificial.

THE LOTUS WOMAN By Nathan Gailizi. r
Boston: The Page Company.
MR. GALL1ZIER had a very protnis

ins field fet the highly colore*
historical novel in his choice oi

Constantinople of the tenth century tor hit
romance of Intrigue and passion. It is i
om paralively untoucheii era tor tht

novelist, and it gives plenty of room tot
the picturesque. Furthermore, not on«
reader in a thousand is in position to tell
whether his history is "on straight" or

1922. v

not, for not only is little known of the
t period but it is also generally slighted

In most educational programs and few
of us have more than the vaguest

r ideas about the later Greek empire. Mr.
Gallizier rises fairly well to the occasion
in his description and in the brilliant hueri

! background of his story. The story opens
t with a slave market, which gives him a

i chance to gratify several very modern
{ tastes.a slightly eroticized picture, drawn
r with something of a leer. And he handler
i his crimes nicely through a long series of
l intrigues and adventures centering about

the beautiful but rather naughty Augusta
t Theophano and her various lovers. It
moves fairly well, though there is an oc|
casional tendency toward confusion due to
vif|(ub SIJW.XIU-S, wmin mane uccasionauv

hard reading. But he does not succeed in
going below the surfaces of his story, or in
reproducing the psychology of the period

SUZANNA. By Harry Sinclair Drago The
Macaulay Company.

DOUBTLESS the old problem as t"

which came first, the owl or the
egg, has little bearing upon the

quality of the owl's ultimate hoot, so it
is immaterial whether this story was
"novelized" front a film scenario, or
whether the advertised "stupendous production"of the thing "at the leading photoplaytheaters throughout the United States"
was built upon the novel. In either
case the hoot is loud and triumphant
for it is a very good moving picture
drama. But that is about all there really
is to be said of it. It moves, with excellentlykaleidoscopic scenery and pictures

lentlykaleidoscopic scenery and picturesquelydressed heroes, one perfectly good
however, can hardly be called a villainess.
and two or three villains. It dates in
1835, during the later years of Spanish

in Pali'fnimia niul

is more than usually good. It is an era

finely adapted to romantic melodrama.
The plot turns upon the not wholly unfamiliarexchange of two infants at birth,

one of course, being the heiress to a grea'
ranch property, the other a peon. The
rOle of "Little Buttercup" is played by the
rough father of one of the babies, which
is a variant from the regular thing. There
are good enough sub-plots, love stories
and mercenary intrigues, and there is a

very noble gentleman bandit, who struts
tinely. Suzanna herself is well done, with
greater verisimilitude than the type gen|
erally demands.

THERE'S someone you
know who'sbeen wishij ing and wishing for one.

This is the Christmas to
give a Corona because a
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